66        THE PLEASURES OF POETRY
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view :
0 ! ever gracious to perplex3 d mankind,
Still spread a healing mist before the mind ;
And, lest we err by wit's wild dancing light,
Secure us Mndly in our native night.
Oiy if to wit a coxcomb make pretence,
Guard the sure barrier between that and sense ;
Or quite unravel all the reasoning thread,
And hang some curious cobweb in its stead !
As, forced from wind-guns, lead itself can fly,
And ponderous slugs cut swiftly through the sky ;
As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe,
The wheels above urged by the load below :
Me emptiness and dulness could inspire,
And were my elasticity and fire.
Some demon stole my pen (forgive the offence),
And once betrayed me into common sense :
Else all my prose and verse were much the same !
This, prose on stilts, that, poetry fulTn lame."
I do not know a more elaborate pattern than
this for emphasizing, and at moments falsifying
(as the ideas in a semi-idiot mind are falsified)
the rhythm. Ah, but falsifying it on purpose^
to give the lines an extra meaning.
Coming after the apparently meaningless,
but most significant lengthening vacancy of
the alliterative 3VFs In
c* Which,  as   wore ponderous,  wade its aim  moit
true,"